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form surrounded by a wooden balustrade on three
of its sides.
Nothing happened all the morning: Babun and
Silindu squatted down behind the bars of their cage.
They were silent: they had never been in so vast
or so high a room. The red tiles of the roof seemed
a very long way above their heads. Outside they
could hear the murmur of the sea, and the rush of
the wind, and the whispered conversation of the
witnesses on the verandah; but inside the empty
room the silence awed them. About one o'clock
there was a stir through the court; the headmen hur-
ried in, a proctor or two came and sat down at the
table. The peon nudged Babun and Silindu, and
told them to stand up. Then they saw a white
Hamadoru, an Englishman, appear on the dais and
sit down. The court Interpreter, a Sinhalese Mahat-
maya in coat and trousers, stood upon a small
wooden step near the bench. The judge spoke to
him in an angry voice. The interpreter replied in
a soothing deferential tone. The conversation being
in English was unintelligible to Babun and Silindu.
Then the door of their cage was unlocked, and they
were led out and .made to stand up against the wall
on the left of the bench.
The court-house stood on a bare hill which rose